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of the world are barbarians, yet she mixes her blood cheer-
fully with that of black, brown and yellow races. Any
Englishman who is honest with himself will admit that
Paris is more civilized than London, just as London is
more civilized than New York. (As a writer, there is no
country whose good opinion I value more. When the
French praise a book it is always worth reading, and not
the mere fashion of the hour.) Yet in spite of high stan-
dards of intellectual integrity, French public life is a sink
of iniquity. A cesspool would not be too strong a term.
Frenchmen and Frenchwomen who are themselves the
soul of honour, yet tolerate, if they do not actually encour-
age, an amazing system of "subventions" to the Press
and immorality and corruption amongst office-holders.
Again, the family life of the French masses is strict; yet
Paris is full of perversity, and in high places the moral
code is far laxer than that of this country. Even in
Geneva, before the eyes of all the world, French politicians
have flaunted their bejewelled mistresses while enunciat-
ing the highest principles of international morality. In
short, the French are puzzling, dazzling, and rather dis-
maying people. . . . (Often we dismay them also.)

The very air of Paris is stimulating, let alone the speed
of the traffic. (Someone might write an essay on the
ferocious driving of Parisians, the shabby cabs of London,
the ostentatious vehicles of Bucharest, and so on.) And
Paris, of course, is not France. Throughout the country
one feels the vitality of a great people, full of shrewdness
and common sense, who know how to live, " How curious/'
said a peasant to me, on the Aisne, in 1914, watching my
brother officers washing themselves in horse-buckets,
" that you people make such a fuss about your skins, and
so little about your stomachs." It was true. We were liv-
ing like pigs, on bully-beef, while all the while a charm-
ing girl in the farm next door could have cooked us vege-